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Although I have pets by the score 
I could not spare you one, 
Unless you need pets more than | 
And find them greater fun. 
The farm is full, the yard is full, 

The house is full, as well, 
And which I love the most of all 


I'm sure I cannot tell. 


Ihave a parrot that can talk: 
It calls me by my name; 
And when it laughs and when it scolds 


I love it, just the same. 
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Sometimes my precious collie, Bruce. 


4 Barks, just to hear Poll scold: 
/ ; But Bruce is such a gentleman, 
1 7 He keeps still when he's told. 


And then, I have a spotted calf 
That Daddy gave to me; 

It runs to meet me when I call. 
Wherever I may be. 

It is so gentle that it walks 
And crowds up to my side: 

With just my arm about its neck. 
It follows where I guide. 


I have a turtle in the pond, 
And when the day is clear. 

I sit upon the rocky bank 

While Bolivar sleeps near. 


i 


1 call him Bolivar, because 
So many names | use, 

It keeps me searching all the time. 
The very best to choose. 


My bantam, Dandy, in the dawn 
Awakens me to play; 

He crows his squeaky little crow 
And drives my sleep away. 
When I am dressed I shell the corn. 

As other farmers do, 


And when I feed my bantam pet, 
I feed the whole flock, too. 
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A hop-toad in our cellar lives: 
He blinks a solemn eye 

When I sit down and offer him 
A very tempting fly. 

And I have named my hop-toad Sphinx, 
Because he keeps so still; 

He never answers me a word, 


Though try him as | will. 


I have a goose named Solomon, 
A pigeon I call Hal, | 
And all the horses on the place ae 


Consider me their pal. 
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My pet cow I call Millicent, 
My pet pig I call Mike: 

And while I choose some for my pets, 
I treat them all alike. 


When Bruce and | go for the cows, 
They only think it fun: 

Bruce never barks, I never throw, 
To set them on a run. 

The woodchucks, cats, and other things 
That live upon our farm | 

Treat me with kindly friendliness, 
Since I do them no harm. 


And many pretty jays there are 
That live the winter through, 
Among the cedars in our yard— 
saucy, noisy crew. 
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But they grow hungry when the snow 
Is spread, a cloth of white; 

They call me, and I give them food, 
At morning and at night. 


I have a squirrel in a tree, 
That built his house of sticks; 
He barks to ask me for my help 
When hawks would play him tricks. 
All creatures living on the place 
Know I'll do them no harm; 
That's why I have so many friends 
Out here upon the farm. 
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Lost 


H. Fern 


Ernestine had been wishing that something interesting and exciting 
would happen to her. She realized that if one really wishes for some- 
thing and knows that God has all good things ready to give when 
asked, one surely will receive abundantly. She had heard her Sun- 
day school teacher tell the class that one must first recognize God as 
the source of all good thoughts and all good things. She had learned 
that the next step is to recognize that God has wonderful surprises 
for each one, but that each one has a part to play in order to receive 
them. The teacher told Ernestine that the best way to know and to 
understand what God had especially for her was to go alone to some 
place where it was quiet and let God tell her about his good gifts. 

Ernestine had climbed up into the old apple tree, where the buds 
were beginning to swell. The buds were little promises, she thought, 
of flowers and fruit, as her thoughts were promises of good, useful times 
to follow. 

“T wish that Aunt Delight would ask me to visit her in the city,” 
she said to herself. ‘‘Mother said that I might go when I should be big 
enough to travel alone, and I have long been big enough for that. No, 
I should not be alone, because “God walks beside me, guides my way, 
through every moment of the day.” Now if my part in receiving these 
gifts is to accept and use them, I believe that the quickest way would be 
to thank God for them—just as if some one held out a box of candy 
and I said: “Thank you. It looks so good,’ before I had even tasted 
the candy. So I shall praise everybody and everything because they 
all are visible parts of God. I'll look for God’s gifts everywhere.” 

When Ernestine’s mother began to plan new dresses, the little 
girl asked if she might help. Her mother told her that she could go 
to the store for her, and Ernestine said: ““Thank you, Mother, for let- 
ting me help.”” That was a short trip alone; maybe her mother would 
let her run longer errands if she did that one well, she thought. 
Ernestine was not surprised at the good things which came—hats, 
dresses, shoes. She had expected to receive them and she did not 
forget to thank and praise God for all of the things which she re- 
ceived; also she thanked the people who gave things to her. 

The little Truth seeker was so happy that she began praising the 
birds for their songs and their bright spring colors. ‘“Wouldn’t it be 
wonderful to have the praising habit,” she thought. She decided 
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that if she practiced she would acquire it just as she learned her music 
lessons. 

Every envelope that came to the mail box, Ernestine thought, con- 
tained a joy message, and when a white envelope addressed to her 
arrived, bearing the postmark of the big city in which Aunt Delight 
lived, she said: ‘““Thank you; I knew that you were coming.” Sure 
enough, the letter invited Ernestine to visit Aunt Delight. 

A few days later Ernestine left for the visit. Her mother took 
her to the train and she was met at the big city station by her aunt. 
On the ride to her aunt’s home she beheld with interest the tall build- 
ings and crowded streets. ‘The little girl’s wish for an interesting time 
was coming true. 

Sunday morning Aunt Delight took Ernestine, in a big touring 
car, to Sunday school. After introducing her to the teacher, she went to 
a neighboring town to bring Uncle Ben home from a business trip. 
When Aunt Delight said good-by to her little niece she gave her a 
fifty-cent piece and said: “I have no car checks or smaller change. 
Just ask the teacher to give you some change when the opportunity to 


Aunt Delight took Ernestine to Sunday school. 


give a love offering is presented. If I do not come for you, take the 
street car at the next corner and change cars at Monroe street.” 
Ernestine became so interested in the lesson that she did not think 
of Aunt Delight again, nor was she aware that she had dropped the 
coin into the basket without getting any change, until almost all the 
people had gone and she stood alone on the steps waiting for her aunt. 


What if Aunt Delight did not come! The way home led through 
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miles of crowded city, and she did not know the way. After she had 
waited almost an hour, a lump seemed to fill her throat. Just as her 
eyes were growing dim with tears, she saw across the street an apple 
tree in full bloom. The flowers reminded her of something sweet 
and powerful and comforting—the thoughts which she had been think- 
ing had also been blooming, for there she was in a big city. “This 
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Ernestine was alert to see how God would do his part. 


situation must be one of my opportunities,” she thought. Then she 
said to herself: “Oh, I feel so good and rested and warm and com- 
fortable, and since I know that “God walks beside me, guides my 
way,’ I know that I could walk home if I wanted to; but I believe I 
shall walk over to the car, and take God at his word. He ‘is my help 
in every need,’ so I'll do my part, and go over there, just as if I had 
my car fare.” 

Acting upon this thought, Ernestine walked across the street and 
stood expectantly on the curb, alert to perceive how God would do 
his part. She felt so radiant and so warm inside that she scarcely 
realized that she smiled and almost nodded to those who passed her. 
In a few moments a car stopped at the curb and she smiled at the pretty 
woman in the back seat, while the chauffeur lifted the hood of the big 
car. The woman’s handkerchief fluttered out on the steps as she opened 
the door to inquire whether the trouble were serious. In a moment 
Ernestine politely returned the article to its owner. Grateful expressions 
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of thanks were followed by the woman’s asking: “Which way are 
you going?” Exnestine gave the address, while her heart seemed to 
sing: “God is my help in every need.” “I am sure that address must 
be right on our way,” replied her new-found friend. “We are going 
to the station.” 

In a moment Ernestine found herself being taken rapidly to her 
destination. She was so glad that she felt as though her thought, “God 
walks beside me, guides my way, through every moment of the day,” 
must have been loud enough for the woman to hear. 

When the automobile stopped at Aunt Delight’s door the woman 
said: “I have a number of car checks for which I have no use, as I am 
leaving town for the summer. Let me give them to you.” 

Ernestine, with one hand full of car checks, was left at her door. 
She waved good-by until the car was out of sight. 

Entering the house, she noticed that Aunt Delight had not yet 
returned. Her nimble little fingers set about making tiny paper baskets, 
which she set out upon the table. Later she explained to Aunt Delight: 

“The lesson this morning was about Jesus’ feeding five thousand 
people. He could do that because he knew that God is substance and 
that there is plenty of substance for every one and everything. I knew 
that He was plenty of substance for me to come home with, too. So 
he let me have one of his automobiles to bring me safely home—and 
then there were twelve basketsful left over. See>” 

She pointed to twelve little paper baskets, each containing a car 
check. 

““Wasn’t I wonderfully lost?” she said, laughing. 


We plow the fields, God gives 
the rain; 

We sow the seed, God gives 
the grain. 


Z. 
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S Thous sht Garden 


Chapter III 


It was a doleful little figure that lay humped on a coil of garden 
hose in the June twilight, and a very quavery little voice that said: 
““My heart is aching, Uncle Max. It’s aching for my mamma.” 

Uncle Max would have liked to take the owner of the quavery 
voice on his knee and pet him as doleful little boys have a right to be 
petted, but he knew that some heartaches get worse if too much is 
made of them, so instead he answered quite cheerfully: “That so, 
Son? It’s a miserable feeling, I know, for my heart has ached for my 
mamma before now. My mamma was your mamma’s mamma, you 
know, and such a nice one she was, pretty and bright and very fond of 
flowers. It’s lucky, though, that your mamma doesn’t like roses, isn’t 
it?” 

““My mamma does like roses,” protested Jamie vigorously. 
likes them most better than me.” 

“Does she, now?” exclaimed Uncle Max in a surprised tone. 
‘Then I suppose she will be rather disappointed that we didn’t raise 
a few more of those bright ones in that thought garden we are fixing 
up for her.” 

“Oh, I forgot about the red rose of courage,” cried Jamie, spring- 
ing up. “Course I'll have to plant some of those. But I didn’t really 
cry, did I, Uncle Max?” 

“Not a bit of it; and that shows that your courage roses are already 
planted and only need pruning a little. I saw you tending one bush 
yesterday, when Howard Jennings and the other boys were here.” 

“T didn’t feel cry-ey then; I just felt kind of ’shamed.” 

“Yes, I saw the peony blossoms in your cheeks; but you were 
standing there with your back to the tree like a real major; what was 
that for?” 

“Why, I wasn’t going to have Leslie climbing up and ’sturbing 
that little mamma bird, cause I knew she was awful busy just now. 


The boys laughed, and that made my face feel hot, but—” 
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“But that only made your red rose of courage take firmer root. 
It’s a first-rate kind of bravery, Jamie, that isn’t afraid of being laughed 
at. I like the way you stood your ground before the larger boys and 
didn’t let them push you out of the way.” 

“Well, you see, I know God wouldn’t want that little bluebird 
scared, ‘cause she has a right to hatch her little speckled eggs; so when 
I said they mustn’t climb up I felt awful tall, Uncle Max, and so big 
and strong that I could ’most have ‘licked’ Leslie and Howard both.” 

“That’s like Sir Galahad of the Round Table. His ‘strength 
was as the strength of ten, because his heart was pure.’ It always 
makes people stronger to have a pure, unselfish purpose in their ac- 


“Why, I wasn’t going to have Leslie climbing up and ’sturbing that little 
mamma bird.” 


tions. They don’t waste their strength then in doing foolish things, 
because the white rose of wisdom is in their thought gardens. Purity, 
wisdom, and strength grow together on one stem, like this pretty cluster, 
and there seldom are any thorns of harsh deeds, like ‘lickings,’ growing 
along with them. You see, you didn’t have to ‘lick’ the boys, even 
though you felt strong enough, because they saw that you were right 


about the bluebird.” 
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“Courage, wisdom, health, success,” he counted off on his short fingers. 
“T guess their wisdom roses got to blossoming,” said Jamie. “Now 


I ought to have some pink roses. Mamma would like them, I know.” 


“T think she’ll like them well enough to kiss them,”’ smiled Uncle 
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Max, pinching Jamie’s plump little cheek. “Pink roses mean health, 
and they seem to be just growing all over you, if I am any judge. I 
believe Mrs. Flynn thinks so, too, judging by that big piece of short- 
cake she gave you for dinner tonight.” 

Jamie smacked his lips at the recollection. 

“Mrs. Flynn is lots nicer than she looks,” he said. “I guess she is 
a mignonette, isn’t she? They aren’t very pretty flowers, but they’re 
nice to have around. I’m glad I’m not stomach-achy like Leslie, 
“cause I like shortcake.” 

“Perhaps Leslie liked it, too, and forgot to let the rose of wisdom 
tell him when he had enough. Health roses depend so much on the 
other flowers in our thought gardens, Jamie. If we raise sweet blos- 
soms of love and hope and courage and wisdom, and no ugly weeds of 
fear or discontent or unkindness, we are quite sure to keep health 
roses blooming on our cheeks.” 

“Oh, what a pretty yellow rose!” cried the little boy just then, 
as Uncle Max began training a rambler upon its trellis. “I hope I 
have one like that.” 

Uncle Max tucked a long spray into place and then stopped to 
pull a card out of his pocket. “Reading, 97; spelling, 96; writing, 
94; language, 93; numbers, 98; attendance, 100; deportment, 100,” 
he read. “That is a splendid school report, I’m sure, and this last 
month you've made a good friend out of a boy you didn’ t like, so I 
think the golden-hearted rose of success has a fine start in your thought 
garden.” 

Jamie dimpled happily under this praise. 

“T’m just full of rose bushes,” he laughed. “Courage, wisdom, 
health, success,” he counted off on his short fingers. “I’m not going 
to let any briars grow on them at all. I’m always going to ’spire people, 
like Miss Fay says you do.” 

Uncle Max turned around inquiringly. 

“Why, she said poets always ’spire folks to be good, and she 
thinks Howard Jennings is lovely now, and I told her it was love 
pinks that did it.” 

Two red peonies blossomed swiftly in Uncle Max’s cheeks as he 
bent to gather up the hose. “So you told her it was love pinks that 
made Howard behave himself,” he answered. “Did you happen 
to mention whose love pinks?” 

“Of course she knew they were mine,” smiled Jamie. 
“Of course,” answered Uncle Max, drawing the little lad under 
his arm as they turned toward the house. 


(To be continued.) 
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ChoRatient Fingers 


AMarriett Puna 


When Mother buttons up my dress, 
Both in and out her fingers go, 
Until, each button in its place, 
They all are even in a row. 


But if I move and wiggle ‘round, 
She has to wait a little bit 

To find the hole, and still at last 
She slips the button into it. 


And then at last, when all is done, 
And every button in its place, 

She turns me ‘round and smiles at me, 
And puts two kisses on my face. 


CARSTMAN 
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MAKING SOMETHING FOR SCHOOL 


Yes, the happy vacation is over, but the happy school days have 
come in its place, and children all over the land are flocking into 
schoolrooms. As some of the Wees have never been to school before 
and everything in school life is new to them, here is an opportunity 
for those who know about school ways to be real Sunbeams and to 
help the little ones. 

School means happiness to all who have learned their lessons, 
obeyed their teachers, loved and helped their schoolmates. Perhaps 
there are some pupils who have not done these things—but we are 
talking to little students of Truth, and we know that love and obedi- 
ence and joy are part of their everyday lives, as natural to them as it 
is natural for the sun to shine. 

What do you suppose we are going to make this month? It is 
something very useful for school—yes, you have guessed from the 
pictures: a school bag to carry books and pencils—and lunch, too, 
if you take one. We shall make the bag of black oilcloth; then on 
rainy days it will be doubly useful, and will keep the books dry. 
Each of you is to make this bag the size needed to fit the books that 
are to be carried. 

Take a piece of paper and cut it fourteen inches wide and six- 
teen inches long. Fold over one end eleven inches, then fold the 
other end over this, to make the flap. This should be the size that 
you would like to make your bag. If this is not the right size you 
can cut a larger pattern, or trim this one down to a smaller size, as 
you like. 

Next we shall cut a pattern for the little pieces which are to 
go in each side of the bag—gores, they are called. Make each gore 
as long as the side of the bag and about three and a half inches wide 
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at one end and an inch wide at the other end, shaping it like diagram 
1. Cut two of these patterns. Then cut a pattern for the strap, 
making it four inches wide and long enough to go over your shoulders, 
and as much longer as the bag is wide. If you do not make your pat- 
tern for too big a bag, half a yard of oilcloth will be enough for all 
these pieces of the bag. Lay all the patterns on the oilcloth and cut 
out the pieces carefully. Fold your bag as you did the pattern, and 
press it into place with your hand. Now we are ready to decorate the 
bag, before we put it together. 

Perhaps you can find some bits of 
bright-colored silk or satin in Mother’s scrap 
bag. The colors do not matter, but they 
should blend, and there must be some green 
for leaves. Then you need some heavy 
bright yellow embroidery silk. 

First we shall make our pattern by dia- 
gram 2, which shows just half of the design. 
Trace this on a piece of paper, double the 
paper right on the line, then trace the pat- 
tern on the other side of the paper. When 
you spread this out you will have the whole 
pattern and can then baste it on the bag, 
right in the middle of the side below the 
flap, or on the other side, if you prefer. Be 
careful to do the basting on the flowers of 
the pattern; otherwise there will be left little 
holes that will mar the bag. , 

Now we shall cut out the pieces of Diagram q 
silk for the flowers. For the center flower 
we shall cut a round piece that measures 4!/ inches across; for the 
two on each side of the center flower, we shall cut round pieces 4 
inches across; for the two next to these, round pieces 3 inches across; 
and for the three little buds at each end, round pieces 13% inches 
across. Probably it would be best to cut patterns first, but they do not 
need to be perfect circles. To make the flowers, gather all around the 
edge, draw up a little, and then put a bunch of cotton in them. Draw 
up the thread close and fasten. Do not stuff them tightly, but just 
tightly enough to make them hold their shape when they are flattened 
out against the oilcloth. Pin them in place on your design, and with 
your embroidery floss make about six large French knots in the center 
of each flower. 

Next we shall cut the leaves by making 31/-inch squares of the 
green silk, then cutting each of these from corner to corner. We 
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shall need six squares, which will make the eleven leaves as shown in 
your design. Take a piece of the silk. Fold it in the middle; make 
a seam down the bias side, beginning at fold. Fasten the thread 
well, but do not break. Turn right side out, then gather along the 
other cut edge. Ass you make each leaf you can tuck the gathered 
edge under the rose of your design, and, without breaking your thread 
from the gathering, tack it into place. Tack the points of the leaves, 


and, after they all are on, tear the paper pattern from under your 
work. With the same kind of silk that you used for the French knots, 
mark off the petals, bringing the needle up near the French knots in the 
center of the flower, then putting it through underneath, almost under 
the edge of the rose, pulling rather tight. A double thread of the 
silk will be better than a single thread. If you watch the design you 
will see about where to place the petals. No two rose leaves are 
exactly alike, so yours need not be just the same size. After this is 
finished, catch the roses down underneath, around the edge, any- 
— they may need it, and whip around the buds so that they will 
le fat. 
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Now the design is finished. Bind the bag with ribbon about 


3%, inch wide, or some of the bias linen binding, or tape, selecting a 
color that will go well with the flowers. Baste a piece of binding 
across the end of the bag that goes under the flap. Then baste a piece 
across the wide end of 
each of the gores. Fold 
each of the gores down 
the middle, by dotted 
lines on diagram |, the 
right side in, and _ press 
with your fingers to make 
a crease. Slip one of the 
gores in one side of the 
bag, putting the binding 
of the gore and the bind- 
ing of the bag right to- 
gether. Baste a fourth- 
inch seam on the right 
side, down this side of the 
gore and bag, and up the 
oe side of gore and = 
ag. Put the gore in the ° 
other side of the bag. D \ aqram B) 
Then baste the binding 
all around, starting where you began to baste the seam; baste around 
the gore, then around the flap, and around the gore on the other side. 
Make three loops of the binding by taking a piece about 4 inches 
long, folding lengthwise, and whipping together. Sew these under the 
flap, one in the center, and one at each end. Next sew the ends of the 
strap together, making the seam firm. Double it lengthwise, then 
bind on the cut side, or both sides, if you prefer. If you have not yet 
learned to use the sewing machine, Mother or Big Sister will stitch all 
this binding for you, and then you may pull out the basting. 

Let us ask Mother whether we may look into her button bag and 
find three pretty buttons. Then put into the bag the books that you 
expect to carry to school, double over the flap, and stick pins in the 
places where you wish to sew the buttons. When the buttons are sewed 
on tightly, the bag is ready for the strap. Open the flap, place the 
strap under it, tacking well to the binding of the bag at the sides. Or 
you can baste it on before the binding is stitched and let the stitching 
hold it. Now the bag is ready for use (diagram 3). 

Every morning, when you put your books into this pretty bag, 
remind yourself: / know all things, because | am one with the Mind 
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that is the source of all knowing. I know how to act; I know how to 
study; | know how to recite; | know how to help others. Suppose 
you see how well you can write this reminder, then keep it in the new 
bag, and read it every night before you begin to study and every 
morning before starting to school. Many little folks, and big ones too, 
have found that when it seems hard to learn things, if they will become 
still for a few minutes and feel that the One who knows all things 
is near and is helping them, the lessons are learned quickly, the an- 
swers come into their minds, and everything works out well. Suppose 
you try it and see what good marks you get at school. How happy 
Mother and Daddy will be, as well as Teacher, and—yes, you too 
will be happy. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


(Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them.) 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be 

Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 
Price of pins, $.25 each. 

Requirements for membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club; 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in forty- 
five days before the date of the issue in which they are to appear: For instance, 
letters and reports for November Wee Wisdom must be in by September 15. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 


Dear W ees—I like Wee Wisdom very much. After I have read it I give 
it to some of my friends, so that they can read the nice stories in it. I like the 
Home Tots and Young Authors departments the best.—Luella T. Murphy. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My brother subscribed to Wee Wisdom for me. 
I have received ten copies and I have them all. My brother, my sister, and I get 
them out in the evenings and read them over and over again. Here is a little 
poem I wrote. 

God will help us through the day, 
Through the very darkest way. 
God will help us through the night, 
Keep us till the morning light. 
We should ever have no fear 
For God, our help, is always near. 
—Ruby Pearl Dowell. 

Dear W ees—I love Wee Wisdom very much. I have made some very nice 
friends through it, and I am sending it to some friends.— Helen N. Arpke. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like very much to read Wee Wisdom. It came 
to me as a gift. I go to Sunday school every Sunday. I have a dog named 
Jack. He can sit up, and play hide-and-seek with me.—Everett R. Brown. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—Since receiving the magazine I have been so interested 
in Wee Wisdom that every day after school I sit by the window and read it 
through. I can almost say it by heart and it makes me feel so good. My sister 
and my brother love to have me read it to them.—Vernon Walke. 

Dear Wees—I love Wee Wisdom very much. I am making the hood, 
socks, and sack, for my nephew.—Constance Maxfield. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—When I lose anything I pray to God to help me find 
it; and he does.—Carolyn M. Brown. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I say The Prayer of Faith 
every night and every morning. I send you to a little friend after I read you. 
—Hemiette Flu. 

Dear Friend—I have been thinking about the great joy that my grandmother 
and I have received since we have been reading Unity papers. When I received 
the first paper I was in bed with measles. I found The Prayer of Faith and 
began saying it. God will bless you for the help you are giving others. Weekly 
Unity helps me to know more about God.—Hazel Mae Jarmon. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I think Wee Wisdom is a very good book. I say 
The Prayer of Faith and it helps me in everything. One day I was good for a 
little while, and then I was bad. Then I knew what was the matter: I had not 
said The Prayer of Faith—Janie B. Harris. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I say The Prayer of Faith every night. I like you 
from beginning to end. Here is a little poem that I composed: 

God is here and everywhere, 
God is in the plants and air; 
God is with me night and day, 
When I work and when I play. 
—Anna B. Miller. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My aunty gives me Wee Wisdom. [I like it better 
every month. I lend it to my friends. Yesterday I took it to a little girl who 
has been sick for a long time. I hope she will like it as much as I do. The 
Prayer of Faith is my favorite prayer. I like the page for Busy Sunbeams. 
—Olive M. Child. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Each time I read you I get a new and clearer thought 
of Truth.—Esther Price. 

Dearest Wee Wisdom—lI love you very much. I am very fond of The 
Prayer of Faith and the memory verses. I say a prayer for other Wees. 
often take Wee Wisdom to school and it helps me very much. I think it is very 
comforting.—Betty Stebbs. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom more and more. I am making 
some of the things that the Busy Sunbeams are doing. I made some of the roses, 
for they are just what we needed for a new silk dress that my mother is making 
for me. We have no pets now, but I hope that we shall get some soon. I should 
like a dog, a cat, a bird, a horse, a monkey, and lots and lots more.—Mignon 
P. Brathford. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy every part of Wee Wisdom. I say The 
Prayer of Faith every night and sometimes during the day, and it always helps 
me. I have been saying it for two years, ever since Mamma subscribed for 
me.—Dorothy L. Caldwell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love all your stories and your poems, especially 
those written by the children. I intend to be an author myself. I have been 
greatly helped by you. Before I got you I could not do arithmetic very well, 
but it is easy now.—Elizabeth Giley. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I do not think I could get along without Wee Wis- 
dom. It has helped me very much in my studies and in many other ways.— 
Arline Thornberry. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Every time I lose anything I pray to God, and then 
when I find it I thank God for helping me.—Carolyn Brown. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a better girl since I am taking you. My brother 
is learning to read you.—Dorothy May Nelson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I think you are a splendid magazine. [ liked Lessons 
for Young Students, in the January issue. If all children knew about Wee 
Wisdom, there would be cleaner thoughts in many minds.—Margaret Lewis. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love your puzzles so much, and your stories, too. 
—Gloria Hayner. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—yY ou have helped me very much. I have been taking 
Wee Wisdom for almost four years. I like Home Tots and Blanche’s Corner 
best.—Evelyn Shapard. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am so glad I subscribed for Wee Wisdom another 
year. I have learned so many good things from it. I love all the lessons and the 
stories in it. I never had anything else in my life to help me as much as The 
Prayer of Faith. I wish every child could have it and say it when in need. [ 
like the puzzle page very much.—Helen Curnutt. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I take the magazine and like it very much. I go to 
the Unity center here and belong to the Sunday school.—Kathlyn Fagerberg. 


WEES WHO ASK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 


Gladys Brashier: prayers for family; Verdena Kolb: new tooth; Louise 
Wells: music and schoolwork; Dora Case: school work and music; Everette 
Martin: help in an undertaking; Wilma Wilkinson: schoolwork, health for 
brother; Millicent Savage: perfection in sister’s throat; Raymond Emmerick: 
better position for mother; J. C. Miller: to do better each day; Helen Swerd- 
fezer: to stop biting finger nails; Ruth Schwartz: for sister who is homesick; 
Rosemary Frankel: that father may be a success, and health for mother; Ronie 
Reynolds: that she may be ready when Jesus comes; ae Kelly: seeming 
stiffness in father’s wrists. 


WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 


Louise Wells, R. F. D., box 95, St. Petersburg, Fla.; Ellen Shields, 
Box 41, Dutton, Mont.; Helen E. Brady, 380 Rugby road, Brooklyn, N. Y.; 
Millicent Savage, 7 Englesea Lodge, 2046 Beach ave., Vancouver, B. C., 
Can.; Mildred E. Hunt, 156 Davenport st., Detroit, Mich. ; Stina Eklund, 614 
Seventh st., Rockford, Ill.; Ronie Reynolds, Winnabaw, N. C.; Vera Fleming 
(13 years), box 114, Baldwin, Fla. 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 


Kathryn Brown; Betty Brown; Grace Steeves; William Ireland; Meda 
Parker; Violet Elma Lois; Mildred Elizabeth Isaksen; Evelyn Hansina Peder- 
sen; Bertha Marie Swenson; Florence Olga Boman; Evelyn Amelia Nelson; 
Thelma Wilson; Martha Gibson; Stina Eklund; Mildred E. Hunt; Margaret 
Walterhouse; Ellen Shields; Edith H. Shootes; Mathilde Carmache; Alice 
Buell; Clark Donovan; Ellen Crandell; Dora Case; Katherine A. Robinson; 
Wilma Wilkinson; Evelyn Booth; Marjorie Whitter; Dorothy Grace Taylor; 
Mary Elizabeth Taylor; Marjorie Voyhs; Esther Culverwell; Vera Fleming; 
James E. W. Stewart. 
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Dear Wees: 


We are very happy to have you send us so many good stories and 
good letters; we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying 
to give each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a letter or a 
story published. If you send us another contribution soon after your first 
has appeared, please understand that we do not use it because we wish to 
let others have a place on the Booster or on the Young Authors pages. 


THE Epirtor. 


HAVE FAITH 
ANTOINETTE BATTEY 
Tuskegee, Ala. 


A little girl by the name of Muriel lived in a very lonesome coun- 
try place where there were no children with whom she could play, and, 
being an only child, she was very lonely. One day she was out of 
sorts; nothing interested her. Finally she went into the kitchen where 
her mother was preparing dinner, and she sat and watched her mother. 

All of a sudden she said: “Mother, I am tired of living in this 
lonesome place, I want to go where I can have some playmates.” 

Muriel’s mother stopped her cooking and stood amazed for a 
few moments, then returned to her cooking and said nothing to Muriel. 
After dinner Muriel’s mother called her and told her to come up to 
her bedroom. Here Muriel’s mother explained to her that no place 
on the earth is lonesome, and she quoted several selections from the 
Bible that tell us that God is always with us. Then she told Muriel to 
have faith and to believe that God would find a way for her to go 
where she could have playmates. 

Muriel did not believe that God would do this and therefore 
she threw away her faith, but the following summer she began to think 
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seriously about having faith and decided to try and see whether her 
wish would come true. It did come true, for when the fall came she 
went to school in the city. 


THE RISING OF THE MOON 


GorpDon R. CoTE (12 years) 
Adams, N. Y. 


I stood on the porch after sunset, 
Watching the work of the moon 
Piercing the dark as an inlet 


Pierces the border of land. 


As I watched the moon crowd the blackness, 
I thought of success we may seek, 

While crowding the storms off our pathway 
And not leaving even a streak. 


Let us then be up at our bidding: 
Striving to lighten our work, 

Lightening the gloom on our wayside 
Or it will continue to lurk. 


THE TALE OF THREE ISLANDS 


MarcaretT Lewis (10 years) 
Waterbury, Conn. 


Once long ago there lived a man who had three islands. He 
also had three daughters. He gave each of his daughters one of the 
islands. Martha, the eldest, took the largest island, which was covered 
with grapevines. She called it ““Martha’s Vineyard.”’ Elizabeth, the 
next oldest, chose the next largest island and called it “Elizabeth’s 
Island.” There was only one island left. Nan, the youngest 
daughter, “‘tuck it.” Now it is called Nantucket. 


HAPPINESS 


HELEN SHANKLIN (8 years) 
Marion, Ia. 


Happy all day, 

Happy at your play, 

Happy through the year. 

When you are happy, God is near. 
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A MESSAGE FROM THE WEST 


SIDNEY DEAN MEEKER (11 years) 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


My home is by the seashore, 
Far away in the golden West 
Where the sun seems to shine brighter 


We children play all day long 
Upon the sands so white. 

We see the big ships come and go 

ee Far away into the night. 


I love the dear old mountain 


“4 With all her color and glow, 
7 Where God’s handiwork is truly spoken 


a And nature smiles and seems to know. 


Dear Wee children, I send you this message 
From the dear old glorious West: 
7 May God watch over each and every one of us 


And keep us all happy and blessed. 


LUCILE’S RING 
LEAH EATON years) 
Smyrna, Ga. 


from town she would ask her to help look for the ring. 


Dearie>”’ her mother asked as she entered the house. 


ring.” Lucile obeyed. 


and said: ““O Lucile! I have found your ring.” 


for God to help her. Leet us all be like Lucile. 


And God gives so much joy and infinite rest. 


One day Lucile was out playing with some of her little friends 
3g and she lost her ring. It was a gold ring with a little white set in it. 
om Her mother had given it to her for her birthday and Lucile loved it 
dearly. She sat crying, thinking that when her mother came back 
“Why, Lucile, what is the matter? Why are you crying, 


“T have lost my ring, Mother; I can’t find it,” answered Lucile. 
“Oh, don’t say “can’t.” Come and ask God to find your little 


She was praying beside her bed when her mother called her 


Lucile thanked God, and now when she loses anything she prays 
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THE OWL AND THE BIRD 


BENETTA JOHNSON (9 years) 
Jacksonville, Fla. 
At night when I go to bed, 
Through my window I can see 


An old owl sitting on a tree. 
“Hoot! Hoot!” is what he said. 


In the morning when I wake 
I hear the birdies sing. 
“Get up!” is the message they bring; 
For me a merry day they make. 


To get up right is to say: 
“God is my help in every need;” 
Then my work is done with speed 


And I am happy all the day. 
L q ‘ 
Part I 
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A soa of yellow beauts— 
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OUR PERFECT BROTHER; HIS MIRACLES 


When we speak of a miracle we mean an occurrence that we can- 
not account for by our present understanding of the laws of life and 
expression. 

To a man who knew nothing about the radio, a concert coming 
out of the air would seem a miracle. We know that the ether carries 
sound waves, but the reason why it carries them is as great a mystery 
to us as the radio concert would be to the man who knew nothing about 
the radio. In that sense, the radio concert is a miracle to every one who 
hears it. 

We say that wind and rain and sun and soil acting on a seed 
produce a plant; we can name the chemical changes that occur in 
ripening fruit, but what is the cause of the chemical changes, no one 
knows. We say that nature is their cause, but that statement really 
does not explain their beginning and their power. 

All natural laws are forms of God’s mind, which is the only 
power that is or that ever can be. When God speaks, the thing which 
he says is accomplished instantly. Those who believe in the mind of 
God as the only power in life, find that by letting God’s mind act freely 
things take place quickly and that there are results such as cannot 
come when they do not give him full power in them. 

Our Perfect Brother knew how to let God’s mind act through 
him, and because he was able to do this, he worked miracles. People 
who call God’s mind the law of nature also have had miraculous re- 
sults, but their results have not been so wonderful as those brought about 
by our Perfect Brother. 

He knew God to be present everywhere as substance. By letting 
the mind of God act through him without the delays which we have 
believed necessary as natural law, he increased the food supply that 
they brought to him in the desert. In this way he fed thousands, 
from a beginning which naturally would have been sufficient for only 
a few persons. 

He knew that our souls always are alive and intelligent, whether 
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they are acting in a physical body or not. He knew that it is good for 
every soul to act through a physical body. For these reasons he was 
able to speak to those who had gone out of their bodies and to persuade 
them to return. This is what he did for his friend Lazarus, and, as 
we say, Lazarus was raised from the dead. Our Perfect Brother 
raised others from the dead, and by using for himself the same law that 
he had used for them, he resurrected his own body, after his crucifixion. 

The miracle works of our Perfect Brother are the most thrilling 
of all his deeds. 

Our Father is bringing to our minds some of the laws by which 
Jesus worked, so that we are beginning to realize what lies in store for 
us. Jesus knew that these laws would be revealed to us, for he said: 
“He that believeth on me, the works that I do shall he do also.” This 
is just such a promise as a man who understands the radio might make 
to a man who knew nothing about it: “Come to our shop, and there 
you will be taught how to make and to use the radio.”’ All that we ever 
can learn comes out of the mind of God, and one who had studied the 
methods of our Perfect Brother, tells us: “If any of you lacketh wis- 
dom, let him ask of God, who giveth to all liberally.” 

Our Perfect Brother knew that the Father will teach us more 
of his laws than have ever knowingly been used by man, for he said 
of every one who lets God act through him: “Greater works than these 
shall he do.” 

Our Perfect Brother knew all the laws of God’s mind, but he 
did not perform all the miracles that he had the power to perform. 
He gave us a hint of this when he said: “‘I have yet many things to say 
unto you, but ye cannot bear them now.” That is like the wise teacher 
of music who does not give eight-year-old fingers the difficult com- 
positions. Our Perfect Brother gave us lesson enough; we must learn 
it and use it before we have another and more wonderful lesson 
assigned. 

Let the mind of God think its thoughts in my mind. 


Your books I'll carry, if I may, 
When school is over for the day, 
For I would always be polite 
As any thoughtful olden knight. 
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BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 11, SEPTEMBER 14, 1924. 
JESUS DRIVEN FROM NAZARETH.—Luke 4:16-30. 
GoLDEN TExT—He anointed me to preach good tidings.—Luke 4:18. 
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Jesus loved to worship God. If we would be true followers of him we 
should be glad to attend and to take part in all services that show our 
love for our Father. 

. Jesus also loved to know that he was the Son of God. He was not 
boasting when he told the people that the words of the old prophets were 
come to pass in him; he was rejoicing in the fact that he knew who he really 
was. We spend a great deal of time talking and thinking about being 
weak or poor or unhappy, when we should spend all our time remembering 


that we are children of God. : 


The blessings of the Father come only to those who believe. Because 
Jesus had lived among them, it was hard for some of the people to believe 
that he was the Savior. But God is always trying to express himself to us 
in the things about us. It is our duty to build our faith strong enough to 
see him in everything and in every person. 

One of the greatest teachings in the lesson is that God protects and 
takes care of those who know that they are his children. The men who 
tried to harm Jesus were men of his own country. Our own thoughts about 
others try to kill the Christ Spirit in us. When the Spirit of Christ in us 
tells our worldly thoughts that they need more faith and that they must 
give way to higher things, they try to drive Christ out of our lives so that 
they may rule us in their own way. At such time the divine in us does not 
struggle; it simply trusts God for protection and is led safely through the 
midst of the danger. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


How should we spend our time? 

To whom do the blessings of the Father come? 

How does God try to express himself to us? 

To whom should we look to protect us from all evil? 


LEssoN THOUGHT—/ trust God to protect me and I know that 
nothing can harm me. 
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MEMORY VERSE 
When evil thoughts would do me harm, 
To God I softly pray; 
He leads me through the midst of them 
And guides me on my way. 


Lesson 12, SEPTEMBER 21, 1924. 
JESUS MAKES A MISSIONARY TOUR.—Mark 1:35-45. 
GOLDEN TEXT—Thou canst make me clean—Mark 1:40. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


One of the greatest things that we need to learn is to go to God for 
strength to do all our work. If we learn—as Jesus had learned—to get 
away from al) worldly thoughts and to spend time in earnest prayer after 
we have been very busy, we always get new power. Going to God in this 
way is the only way by which we can do the great work that God has for us. 

Jesus knew that the power which he received from God in his hour of 
prayer was to be used for helping others. THe told his followers that he 
must go to all the cities of Galilee. As we learn to go more and more to 
God for power, we also learn to use for others the power that we receive. 
We must make missionaries of our spiritual thoughts and send them through 
all parts of our bodies and of our affairs. 

Whenever the Bible speaks of the disease of leprosy we think of un- 
cleanness. Jesus’ healing of the leper teaches us of the cleansing and puri- 
fying power of Spirit within. Spirit is always willing to heal and cleanse 
us if we have faith. We must be willing to go to Spirit and say: “If thou 
wilt, thou canst make me clean.” 

The Spirit of Christ in us never likes to boast about its works. That is 
why Jesus told the leper to tell no. one of his healing. But the great joy 
that we feel when we know that we have been healed by the power of Spirit 
within makes us want to spread the glad news to others. There is such 
a hunger in the world to know God that people are quickly drawn to 
any one who lets his divine nature shine forth in good deeds. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What is one of the greatest things that we need to learn? 

To what use should we put the power that we receive from God? 
What does Jesus’ healing of the leper teach us? 

Does Spirit like to boast of its works? 


Lesson THOUGHT—The Christ Spirit in me goes to every part of 
my body to cleanse and purify. 


WEE WISDOM 
MEMORY VERSE 


I always turn to God to seek 
For strength to do each task; 

I find him willing to supply 
All that I need and ask. 


Lesson 13, SEPTEMBER 28, 1924. 
REVIEW: OPENING PERIOD OF CHRIST’S MINISTRY. 


GoLDEN TExT—For God so loved the world, that he gave his only 


begotten Son, that whosoever believeth on him should not perish, but have 
eternal life—John 3:16. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


As a plant or a tree grows from a small seed, so the power of the 
Christ Spirit in us grows from a small beginning. The things that came 
to Jesus as a part of his getting ready to do the works of God come into 
our lives when the Christ Spirit is born in us. We are tested in many ways, 
and we need the cleansing of our minds which is represented by baptism. 

Then we begin to choose and to call to us the powers that we need 
for our work, as we learn from Jesus’ calling of his disciples. 

When we have finished this time of getting ready, we learn to use 
the things that are at hand, as Jesus did in turning the water to wine. We 
are born again into a new way of thinking and we begin to look upon 
things about us with a new vision, because we have learned that everything 
is spiritual. 

Then comes the beginning of greater works than we have ever done 
before. As our thoughts come closer to the will of God for us they drive 
out of our minds the thoughts of error, our bodies are made clean and whole, 
and we feel the presence of God everywhere. Our old ways of thinking 
may still try to rule us, but as we grow in the knowledge that we are sons 
of God and that his word is brought to pass through us, God protects us 
and guides us away from harm. 

The Christ Spirit in us is always a missionary spirit and it goes out 
into new places in our affairs and draws new good to us. It never boasts 
of its works, but with its growth it finds new ways to express God. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
How does the Christ Spirit grow in us? 
How are we made ready to do the works of God? 
What happens to us as our thoughts come closer to the will of God? 
What does the Christ Spirit in us do? 


LEssoNn THOUGHT—/ open my mind and my heart that the Spirit 
of Christ may grow strong in me. 
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MEMORY VERSE 


Through the Christ in me I’m growing 
Wiser, stronger, every day; 
For still greater works I’m ready 


As the Father shows the way. 


Lesson 14, OcToBER 5, 1924. 
THE CHOICE OF THE TWELVE.—Matthew 10:1-8. 
GoLDEN TEXxT—Freely ye received, freely give—Matthew 10:8. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The lesson that we get from Jesus’ calling of his disciples is a most 
important one to us, because it teaches us that we need to make our minds 
and our lives full- expressions of God. 

Each one of the disciples stands for a thought that we need to call, 
to make us stronger. When we think of Peter, we think of the great faith 
that he had and that we need to do God’s will. After him comes James 
(judgment), that teaches us to choose that which is for our highest good. 
John stands for love, which we send out to all God’s children. Andrew is 
for strength to do right, and Philip means the power that is in us, which 
comes from God and which we should use to do his work in the world. 

Bartholomew is for imagination, which we need to get a vision of 
higher and better things; understanding, which guides the imagination in the 
right way, we learn from the spirit of Thomas in us. 

Matthew, who was a collector of tax money, stands for the will, which 
directs us in using the good that God sends to us. James, the son of 
Alphzeus, means order, which teaches us to keep everything neat and in 
order. 

If we have thoughts which are not for our good, they must be driven 
out of our minds. This is what is called elimination, and Thaddeeus is the 
disciple in us which cleanses and purifies us in this way. 

Simon the Cananeean teaches us zeal, which means great desire and 
earnestness in doing whatever comes to us to be done. The last disciple 
is Judas, who stands for life. If the thought of life is not godly, the Judas 
in us will betray us and cause us harm. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What do Jesus’ disciples mean to us? 

Name the disciples. 

Give the meaning of as many of the disciples’ names as you can. 

Tell some of the uses for which we need the thoughts that the disciples 
stand for. 
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Lesson THOUGHT—/ will call together my highest thoughts, that 
they may help me to do God’s work. 


MEMORY VERSE 
As Jesus called the faithful twelve 


To be his chosen few, 
I'll fill my mind with thoughts of God 
To help in all I do. 


Dear Wees: 

Many times I have wished to tell you somewhat of my meeting 
with Wee Wisdom readers “out in the field,” as we say at Unity. 

When we say “out in the field,” we mean at other towns than 
Kansas City. 

I have seen Booster Club work and Sunday school work at Lin- 
coln, Los Angeles, and Milwaukee. 

At some of their meetings the Wees recite The Prayer of Faith 
in unison; at others they sing it. The Booster club members repeat 
the Booster motto, tell why they are Boosters, and have other interest- 
ing features in their programs. Always I have heard them give poems 
from Wee Wisdom, and sometimes they sing the songs that Wee 
Wisdom has published. They tell me of the special help in other ways 
received from our magazine, and all of my visits with them have been 
delightful. 

I have met Wee Wisdom readers in towns other than those men- 
tioned, but have not been present at club or class exercises. I hope that 
the next time I go “‘out in the field,” I may see how we are carry- 
ing on the Good Words Club work. Our Secretary tells me that she 
has enrolled many new names of Wee Wisdom readers the past month. 


This is good news. 
With love, 


| 
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Pictures Coloring, Gdward 


and start for shod. 

And whe 


In the fall the sky is hazy blue or purple. Greens are dull with touches 
of yellowish-brown. Boy wears a tan coat. Tan is made by adding a 
little blue to orange. His cap is black with orange edge. Shoes and stock- 
ings are brown. Books are of various colors. The first girl wears a red 
coat over a checked dress. Both girls wear gray leggings. Gray is made 
by thinning black with water. The second girl carries a dark blue bag em- 
broidered with a yellow moon and brown squirrels. She has yellow curls 
and a violet hat. Violet is made of red and blue mixed. School and path- 
way aretan. Apple is red. Flesh color is made of a little red and yellow 


mixed. 
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BIGE GOES TO SCHOOL 


Bige awoke and stretched. Promising breakfast smells from the 
house told him two things: first, that the empty space inside him would 
soon be full and comfortable, and second, that it was about time for 
his master’s whistle. 

The screen door slammed and before David had more than time 
to pucker his lips for a whistle, Bige was there. 

“Hungry, Boy >?” 

Bige wiggled and jumped in anticipation. 

“Here you are!”’ and David held the pup to keep him from spill- 
ing the breakfast before it was set down safely. The screen door had 
a slammed behind David again before the dish was clean and 
shining. 

“Do you know, Pup,” said David, trying to be severe, “that it is 
most impolite to stow your food away at that rate?” 

But Bige was without shame. Now that he had breakfasted, he 
was free to think of other things. He noticed that his master was not 
dressed in his play clothes, as was usual in the morning. Bige, though 
he was young, was not stupid. He knew that David probably was 
going away. He kept very close to his heels, that he might not be left 
at home. 

In spite of Bige’s care, when David went out the gate he bade 
Bige stay back. Bige jumped against the fence and barked with all 
his might, but David shook his head. 

“Not this time, Bige. I’m going to school,” he said, and he ran 
down toward the big road. Bige ran with him on the inside of the 
fence as far as he could, and then sat down and cried. The more he 
cried, the more sorry for himself he became and the louder he yowled, 
until suddenly he stopped in the very middle of a yowl. He had 
thought of something. Back along the fence he ran, until he found a 
small hole, through which he squirmed. Once out in the lane 
he raced after his master. Down the lane, into the big road, 
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then south to the first crossroad, his quest led him. Across the yard 
and in at the open door of the school, he ran. Never once hesitating 
among the room full of children, he dived straight for David with yelps 
of joy. He had to be taken outside several times before he finally 
learned that he was not to be allowed to stay with his master. 

He started around to the shady side of the steps to wait, but 
found the place occupied by a big brindled bulldog. Bige stopped and 
gave a bark of greeting. The bulldog opened one eye, looked at Bige, 
and closed it again. He was not a very sociable sort of fellow, but 
Bige was lonesome, so he tried again. Dashing forward, he playfully 
tapped the bulldog on the nose. Then the fun commenced. Bige was 
consumed with a wild desire to go home, but he was headed in the 
wrong direction. He whirled around so fast that he skidded, and 
down the road he tore. He was making for the hole in the fence. 
Right through he went, stopping only when safely hidden under the 
porch. 

The bulldog, who had stopped short at the edge of the school- 
house yard, still had his lips drawn back, showing his teeth. But for 
all his homeliness, his expression looked more like a grin than a snarl. 
When Bige disappeared, the bulldog went back to his place in the 
shade. 

As for the pup, his first day at school was his last, he having 
wisely decided that his own yard was more pleasant than the school- 
house yard, not to mention its being safer. There he could talk back 
to Jenny Wren, who, while talking much faster, could not talk so 
loudly as he. He could also lord it over the cat, stopping before he 
made her really angry, of course. 

He soon learned at what time to expect David, and took up his 
station every day in the fence corner to watch for him. Their race 
down the lane and their joyous romp in the yard fully made up for the 
day’s separation. 


These puzzled geese could never guess 
What I have hidden from their eyes; 

But soon I'll show my doll to them, 
And that will be a great surprise. 
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JUST LIKE MOTHER'S 


Mother and Daddy have found that the greatest joy in the 
world is in giving; that the more they give the more they have to 
give. They have found that, by saving in the Prosperity Bank 
for subscriptions for their 
friends and by learning 
3 and repeating each day 
the statement that Unity 
sends them, they are 
ketter able to give and 
to have the things that 
they want. 

Haven’t you a lit- 
tle friend who you think 
would enjoy Wee Wis- 
dom and to whom you 
would enjoy sending it? 
Don’t you want a bank 
just like the grown-ups 
have, in which you may save for this subscription? Of course you 
do. And so we are putting a blank below in which you may write 
your name and the name of the little friend to whom you wish Wee 
Wisdom sent. The blank explains more fully about the bank plan. 


Unity SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY, 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


Please give me special prayers for increased prosperity, and, 
according to the plan, send a Bank in which I agree to save ten cents 
a week to pay for sending Wee Wisdom to my little friend whose name 
is written below. I will send the subscription price within ten weeks 
after receipt of the Bank. In this way I will save $1, the subscription 
price of Wee Wisdom. 
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Cut out the three strips as 
shown on the lines, and slide 
them back and forth so as to 
make as many words as possi- 
ble, reading from top to bottom. 


ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN AUGUST WEE WISDOM 
First puzzle: Puzzle Page. Second Puzzle: Prayer. 
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IN THE WOODS 


Saturday we went to the woods to 
get hazel nuts. 


Mother and Buddy packed a basket 
with food. We took eggs to boil over a 
camp fire. Mother said that it would 
not be a real hazel-nutting picnic unless 
we boiled eggs. 


The squirrels were picking nuts too. 
They took the nuts into their houses, for 
their winter food. I asked Mother if 
they canned the nuts, like she cans the 
peaches for winter, but she said that the 
nuts keep for the squirrels and that they 
will keep for us in our attic. 


Mother and Buddy and Daddy 


IMELDA COTAVIA 
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picked the nuts. I was not tall enough 
to reach them, but | shelled out some. 
Buddy cracked them for me by putting 
them on a rock and breaking them open 
with another rock. 


Daddy built a fire, and Buddy 
brought water from a spring. Then we 
boiled the eggs and had lunch. Daddy 
poured water over the fire, so that it 
would not spread. 


This was the first time that | ever 
shelled hazel nuts. Last year I was too 
small. 
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Clara Rk. Bete 


I've romped and played all summer long, 
I've waded in the brook, 


I've picked the flowers in the fields, 
I've read my storybook. 


I've helped my mother with the work, 
I've watched the birds and bees, 

I've planted seeds and watched them grow, 
I've climbed the apple trees. 
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But now they say it’s time for school, 
And I must leave my play, 

And with my teacher I must sit, 
And work with her each day. 


What interesting things I'll learn 
About some foreign land! 

And I shall learn to reckon sums, 
And write with skillful hand. 


It is an interesting world, 
And this I know is true: 
In winter, summer, spring, or fall, 


I'll find good things to do. 
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he Ssandmans Pack 
Grace Wallace 


Do you know what the Sandman has in his pack? 
Why, it’s magic sand from the rills. : 

He walks in the mountains at sunrise and noon; _ 

Sometimes he is seen at the full of the moon, 
Getting moon-mist and haze in the hills. 


And fillips his magic sand, so— 

Right into the eyes of the children at play; 

And he cries, “Good night, children,” and goes on his way 
With his pack like the peddler's, you know. 
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And then he just saunters through Sleepy Child's town, 
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BLANCHE 


Summer does not go away 

Suddenly, in just one day— 
Not at all. 

Slowly she rides out upon 

Clouds of dusky blue 
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Then comes fall. 
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Clear thoughts 
Will help me through 
Each task 
I have to do. 


Love thoughts 

Will help me find 
Real joy 

In friendship kind. 


True thoughts 
Will set me free. 
Just good 
In all I'll see. 


| 
\ 7 
Nal B 
| 
te 


